CHAPTER 6 


APRIL 16, 2011 


“Alright, which one of you was it!” 


Yosuke had just burst through the classroom door, murder in his eyes. Looking 
down, Justin couldn’t help but grin that Yosuke didn’t even bother to clean the SEAT 
off before riding to school. Justin could very visibly see runny yolk dripping from his 
left ass cheek, as much as he had tried to hide it with his school jacket. Justin didn’t 
stare for long though, mostly because he had no interest in staring at Yosuke’s ass, 
but also because Yosuke walked up to Chie, hell-bent on causing a scene. 


“It was you wasn’t it!?” 
“H-huh?” 


Justin took a good hard look at the two as they were face to face. It was clear Chie 
hadn’t quite caught on that he was referring to his bike being egged, and even 
then, her face had scrunched up into a scowl. It seemed she wasn’t too happy about 
being accused of whatever it is she did or did not do. Not to mention she seemed 
worried about something before Yosuke busted in. That probably pushed her over 
the edge. Yosuke, of course, was already pissed when he entered the room, so that 
covers all the bases as far as he is concerned. At this rate, they’d have knives at 
each other’s throats in no time. 


Oh boy, this is getting good. If only | had some popcorn. 


You're a disembodied voice in my head, how in the hell are you supposed to eat 
popcorn? 


“Oh don’t play dumb, you totally egged my bike!” 
“| did not!” 


“You totally did! You ran off all pissy-faced and then decided to egg my bike to get 
back at me!” 


“Pissy fa- What the hell is that supposed to mean!?” 


Justin watched on as the two exchanged insults back and forth. It certainly didn’t 
help that tension between everyone had escalated over the last few days, what with 
the television and the murders. 


“Jesus, enough you two! | did it. Now stop yelling, you’re giving me a headache.” 


Technically, it wasn’t a lie. The doctor said the headaches wouldn’t clear up for 
another few days. /f/’m lucky maybe whatever’s in my head will go with them 


Trying to impress your girlfriend, eh? Taking the fall so you can get in her 
skirt? 


She’s not my- You know what? Why am | even TRYING to explain this to you? 


Chie gave Justin a look, but not the usual worried expression, or that glare she gave 
when he said something stupid. It was a strange mixture of relief and guilt, as 
though she felt bad that Justin had taken the blame, but relieved that she wouldn’t 
have to put up with more of Yosuke’s crap. Yosuke on the other hand looked like he 
was about to shank Justin. 


“You what!? Dude what the hell! What did | do to you!?” 


“Oh calm down. It was all in good fun. Besides, you could have wiped your seat off 
before you left. No one forced you to sit on rotten egg.” 


“That’s not the point!” 
“That’s ENTIRELY the point.” 
“Enough, both of you!” 


Chie had shouted that so loud that the entire classroom had turned to see what was 
happening. Despite Yosuke arguing with every living person in that classroom, he 
hadn’t really caused much of a ruckus compared to Chie’s bellow. 


“S-Sorry,” she choked up, her face turning red with embarrassment. She waited a 
moment for everyone to go back to what they were doing before turning back to the 
two of them. 


“This is more important, have either of you seen Yukiko.” 


Now that Chie mentioned it, Justin hadn’t seen Yukiko for a couple of days now. He 
just hadn’t noticed since the most they ever interacted with each other was when 
she was leaving to go to the inn. 


“Huh? Y-Yukiko-san? Uh...no...? At least, | haven’t seen her today.” 


“Neither have |,” Yu added in, though | don’t think anyone suspected he had 
interacted with her on any basis. 


“Oh man... Hey, is that stuff you were talking about for real? You know... All that 
about how people showing up on the Midnight Channel is related to the other 
world?” 


“Oh! | talked with Yu about it on the way here. We were thinking of checking it out 
later-“ 


Justin practically interrupted him midsentence just by glaring at him. Goddammit 
Yosuke, do you not remember ANYTHING that happened yesterday. ANYTHING at 
all. 


The hell you think you’re doing? Let them come on over. We’ll have a 
gooood time. 


Yeah, no. 


“I... uh... decided to check the Midnight Channel again last night. The person on TV 
yesterday... | think it was Yukiko.” 


“What!?” For once Justin wasn’t coughing up a lung from his shock, though he kinda 
hoped he would. Maybe over all the coughing he wouldn’t have to hear “other him,” 
being a complete douche nozzle. 


Can they come over nowwwwwwwwwww? 
Hold your fucking horses, I’m sure she’s just busy. 
We’ll seeeeeeeee- 


“That kimono looks like the one she wears at the Inn, a-and she wore it during the 
interview a few days ago too.” 


“There was an interview?” 


“Yeah, you didn’t know? Apparently the announcer had been staying at the Amagi 
Inn before she died, so they were trying to do a follow up story with Yukiko.” 


Follow up story, eh? 


Are you just taking random words out of sentences and trying to make them 
perverted? 


Who said that was supposed to be perverted? That’s all on you, kid. 


“Come to think of it, | did run into Yukiko on the way home yesterday. She was 
wearing the same Kimono is she was on the Midnight Channel...” 


“| got worried, so | sent her an e-mail yesterday, but she hasn’t responded... | called 
her earlier in the evening though, and she said she’d be at school today...” 


Chie looked like she was about to cry. She just could not catch a break lately, 
everything just seemed to be going horribly wrong for her. 


Oh look. She’s going to cry again. As usual. 
Don’t be a dick. 
I’m just being me. 
Well stop being you then. 
“Calm down. We get the picture.” 
Wow, that totally wasn’t douchey at all. 
Well there’s a couple of ways of fixing that problem. 
“And suddenly | don’t feel sorry for egging your bike anymore.” 
Just like that. 
“Will you shut up about the damn bike!?” 
“Will you stop acting like a douche?” 
“Both of you, stop.” 
lam so proud of you right now, kid. 
I’m starting to regret it already. 


Yosuke puffed hot air from his nostrils. He wasn’t going to do anything yet, but he 
was going to find a way to get back at Justin, one way or another. After a few 
seconds of letting the hot air leave his brain, Yosuke turned his attention back over 
to Chie. 


“You’re sure you still haven’t heard from her?” 
“NO...” 
“Well maybe now would be as good a time as any to explain the situation.” 


Yu went on to explain everything to the two, about Teddie and Personas. All 
fascinating information, though what really caught Justin’s attention was the word 
“Shadows.” He recalled that the voice that had been residing in his head for the last 
couple of days said something about being a shadow. And these shadows were 
supposed to be the embodiment of the suppressed feelings one has. They share the 
darkest part of their host to the world, hoping to get the victim to deny their 
existence. It was as though they were bound by some contract that stipulates they 
had to be disowned by their owner before they can attack, and replace the original 
victim. Though something about that entire theory seemed... off. 


So why didn’t the announcer’s and Saki’s shadows replace them. 


Simple, they weren’t killed by their own shadow. 
So what, did you kill them? 

| already told ya, no. 

Then who did? 


Some of the lesser shadow most likely. Oh how embarrassing it must be to 
die to such a pitiful excuse of a warrior. We just use them as cannon 
fodder, and yet they still managed to kill TWO people. You humans are 
pathetically weak. 


“What's that supposed to mean...? Wait, are you saying... Yukiko was thrown in 
there!?” 


“Calm down Chie, let’s not jump to conclusions here.” 


“We don’t know yet for sure. We should check to see if she’s safe first. Give her 
another call.” 


Chie paused for a moment before giving Yosuke a hesitant nod and punching a 
number into her phone. Justin didn’t half blame her, what with all the information 
Yosuke had dropped on them a moment ago. This... “Persona,” shit didn’t make 
much sense to Justin, but it was clear to him that Chie was much more focused on 
the Midnight Channel aspect of Yosuke’s lecture. And why wouldn’t she, Yosuke had 
practically told Chie that Yukiko was going to be murdered. He wasn’t exactly subtle 
when it came to this stuff. Maybe that’s why Justin despised him as much as he did. 


So what do you think, Chie and Yukiko, you think those two are... You 
know- 


God no! The hell is wrong with you! 


They seem awfully close, and it’s not like Chie objected to having a 
“soulmate” who was a chick. Don’t get pissy at me just because your girl’s 
into chicks. 


Oh god, you might be right. That is not a pretty thought. 

It is for me. 

And once again, |am completely unphased by your pervertedness. 
“...No good... Her voicemail picked up... She’s not answering...” 
“Are you serious...? Then is Yukiko-san inside that place...?” 


“Smooth, Yosuke.” 


“Jus--S-Stop it! Something must’ve come up, like an errand or something...” 
Like an errand or something... 

Like an ERRAND or SOMETHING, eh? 

Can you shut up, for like, five seconds? I’m trying to think here. 

“Wait, have you tried calling the inn?” 


Chie looked strangely shocked at the implication. From the looks of it, she had 
completely overlooked that she had been working at the inn recently. Which was 
fine, considering Justin only just remembered it himself. 


“Hey, you're right! She wouldn’t be able to answer her cell if that’s it...” 
“Yeah, but would she skip school for that?” 

Is he fucking serious? 

He’s never been more serious in his life. 


“Yosuke, where the hell have you been? She’s been skipping school to help at the 
inn ALL, FUCKING, WEEK.” 


“Geez, sorry | asked.” 


“W-Well, I’ll give the inn a call... Umm... I’ve got the number here somewhere... 
C’mon Yukiko... Pick up...” 


The group grew silent, all eyes were on Chie, everyone knowing the expression on 
her face would immediately tell them if she would bare good news or bad. The 
phone rang for a while, but with no answer. It wasn’t looking goo- 


“Oh is this Yukiko!? ...Thank god she’s there!” 

Well never fucking mind. 

Her time will come eventually. 

Not if | have anything to say about it. 

You don’t. 

We’ll just see about that. 

“Uh-huh... Uh-huh, | see... Hm? Oh. Nah, it was nothing. I’ll e-mail you again later...” 


Chie hung up the phone, her face practically illuminated with relief. Justin didn’t 
think he’d ever seen her so happy, not even at the egg extravaganza last night. 


“She was over at the inn. She said they had a big group reservation and she had to 
help out.” 


“See, | told you she’d be fine.” 


“Yeah... Now that | think about it, this has happened before, too. At least once a 
year. She said she'll be at the inn tomorrow, too.” 


The illuminating smile that had swept across Chie’s face dissolved in almost in 
instant, replaced by a snare, her face red with rage, her eyes piercing the very souls 
of those it swept across. And it was all aimed at Yosuke, much to Justin’s pleasure. 
Unfortunately, it was also much to the pleasure of the voice in his head. Way too 
much pleasure. 


| could masturbate to this shit. 
Please don't. I'd like my head to not have herpes, thank you very much. 


“Oh for crying out loud, Yosuke! You got me worried over nothing! She was totally 
fine! And you were all, “Is Yukiko-san inside that place...?” Hmph...!” 


“And that’s why we don’t jump to conclusions. Isn’t that right, Yosuke.” Justin had 
proceeded to give him a death glare of his own. 


“S-Sorry...” 


The school hours passed by slightly quicker than usual, though that may have been 
because Justin was playing video games on his PSP the entire time. | Heart 
Katamari, to be precise. Chie had to kick him at the ankles on more than one 
occasion to put the thing away. Of course, he never did. He had no reason too. 
Besides, he could see Chie looking at the screen from the corner of her eyes on 
more than one occasion. She looked almost bewildered by the chaos going on in his 
game, as though she was trying to make heads and toe of why Justin was rolling a 
giant ball of stuff around. That of course is the exact opposite mentality you’d want 
to have playing Katamari. 


As the bell rang, the Chie and Justin got up from their seats and made their way to 
the door. Everyone had agreed to meet at Junes after-school to discuss some things 
involving the television. What exactly it was that Yu and Yosuke had planned to talk 
about, however, was completely beyond Justin. Yu and Yosuke had to stay behind 
for a little bit to explain why Yosuke had been covered in rotten egg when he came 
to school. | guess they suspected it had to do with bullying, and they assumed it 
was Yu's fault since they both came in with each other. 


Two birds with one stone, eh? 


Eh, Yu’s alright. He just irritates the fuck out of me sometimes. Yosuke had it 
coming though. 


“You know, you didn’t have to take the fall earlier.” Chie spoke up as they made 
their way out the school gates. Justin was a bit surprised that she even remembered 
that argument, let alone brought it back up. Maybe the whole thing with Yu and 
Yosuke in the principal’s office reminded her of it. 


“It was my idea, wasn’t it?” 
“Yeah, but | was the one who threw them...” 


Chie looked down towards the pavement as she walked besides him. Whereas 
earlier she had this strange mixture of relief and guilt, she now only seemed to feel 
bad for letting him take the fall for her. 


“| wouldn’t worry about it. Yosuke will forget all about it by the end of the day.” 
“No he won't. You know how stubborn he gets.” 


“Well then | tell you what; I’ll go rob a bank, and then you take the fall. We’Il call it 
even.” 


Ohoho, why didn’t you tell me sooner! I’m a fucking pro at that shit. 
I’m only joking. 

I’m not. 

| know you're not. 

Chie chuckled at Justin’s joke. “I don’t think that’s quite the same thing.” 
“So... | should hold off on buying the gun then?” 

“You’re not serious, right?” 

“Of course not.” 

There was a small gap of silence in between their conversation. 

“Hey, I’ve been meaning to ask, you try the DVD out yet?” 

“Huh? Oh that! Y-yeah, why?” 

“Just want to make sure it was working alright.” 

“| still don’t get why you bought that for me.” 


“Because | knew Yosuke wouldn't.” 


“True, but you barely even knew me. You still don’t really.” 
But he’d really like to, if you catch my drift. 

She can’t hear you. 

That’s the point. 


“You seemed like a nice person, minus the whole kicking Yosuke in the crouch thing 
of course, so | took a chance.” 


Chie looked at him with a mixture of shock and anger. 
“W-Wha? It was one time!” 

“Consider where you kicked him. Once is plenty.” 

“Oh you are just the worst.” 

“Aren't 1?” 


Chie gave Justin a playful shove, though even that nearly knocked Justin into a 
nearby car. She really was a lot stronger than she looked. 


“O-Okay, | think that’s more than enough of my sorry escapades.” 
“If | hadn’t seen the place first hand... I'd never have believed a story like that.” 
“Yeah, no kidding.” 


You know. Something’s bugging me about this whole shadow thing. What in the hell 
are you doing in my head anyway? 


| really have to answer that one for you? Only one of us can be on your 
side at any given time. That’s why we have to take your place. 


That explains why you're not physically here, but not what you’re doing in my head. 


Let’s just say the human mind is more intertwined with our world then you 
think. Or maybe you’re just crazy. 


| wouldn’t even rule it out at this point. 
“Anyways, we need to know what’s going on inside--“ 


“Wh--How? By talking to that Teddie guy? 


Yosuke took a look around the mall. People were practically flooding into the store, 
which made it nearly impossible to get into the TV without being noticed. Justin 
couldn’t help but wonder if there was a sale going on today, or something. 


“Yeah, too bad there’s so many customers around... | forgot there’s a sale in the 
electronics department today...” 


“Wait really? Does that include the GameShop upstairs?” 

The rest of the group started giving Justin a disapproving stare. 
“What? It’s not like I’m going to go running up there now.” 
“Hmm... | got it! C’mere a sec.” 


Yosuke gestured everyone towards the TV in such a way that they were practically 
huddled together. A little closer and Justin was sure they wouldn’t be able to move. 
Justin was almost anticipating a remark from his shadow about being huddled up 
against Chie, but surprisingly, he remained quiet. Maybe because Justin pretty much 
just made the remark himself. 


“Yu, try sticking your hand in and calling Teddie over. | bet that bear’s wandering 
around the entrance anyway.” 


“Got it.” 

“Chie, Justin, stand over here. Make a wall with me.” 
“A wall?” 

“| don’t think three people really make a wall, Yosuke.” 
“It'll be fine.” 


Justin sighed. He knew it wasn’t going to work, he just knew it. Plus Yosuke still 
smelled like rotten eggs, he didn’t want to be anywhere near the guy. Judging from 
the face Chie was making, she didn’t want to be near Yosuke either until he took a 
goddamn shower. 


“Alright, fine.” 


The three huddled together, so as to surround Yu from all three sides. It was 
ridiculously cramped, and god forbid one of them fell backwards, but otherwise it 
seemed to be working. Yu stuck his hand in, feeling around for something on the 
otherside, but to no avail. At least not at first. Suddenly Yu pulled his hand back, 
clutching it at his wrist. There were red marks all over his fingers. 


“Son of a-“ 


“Wh-What’s wrong!?” 
“He just bit me!” 


“Shhh! Not so loud, you idiots!” Chie and Justin had both said at the exact same 
time. The way the two of their voices overlapped each other made them, ironically 
enough, sound much louder than Yosuke and Yu had been. Chie took a quick glance 
at Yu’s hand before 


“D-Dude, he really did bite you! Are you okay!?” 
“| think I’m dying.” 

Did- Did he just make a joke? 

That’s your shtick. Kill the bastard. 

“No you're not.” 

“| think that was supposed to be a joke, Chie.” 
“| know. It wasn’t very funny.” 

“Oh snap. Need some ice for that burn, Yu?” 


Yu looked more pained by Chie’s announcement that Yu wasn’t funny than he had 
been from getting bitten. 


“Hey, you! We know you're in there!” 


There was a brief pause before the group received any response. The TV screen 
started to shimmer much like it had when Yu touched it earlier, only this time, 
nothing was coming in or out other than sound. 


“Ooh ooh, is this a game?” 
“No, it’s not a game!” 


The sound echoed as it made its way out of the TV. Justin was sure people would 
hear it, but alas, no one seemed to notice. 


“Shit that’s loud. Lower it down a notch or two, Teddie.” 
“You know my name, Justin-san?” 


“Yeah, Yu and Yosuke filled us in on everything. And apparently they did the same 
for you, considering you know my name. But that’s not important, we need to ask 
something.” 


“Can you sense anyone in there right now?” 


“Who's “Anyone”? I’m a lonely little bear like always. This land feels so... bear-ren.” 
“Did-Did he just make a bear pun?” 

“He totally did.” 

Motherfucker, bear puns are MY thing. 

Well there’s one way of fixing this. 

“This is claws for concern.” 


| was going to suggest beating the fluff out of him, but sure. Why the fuck 
not. 


“Oh that was bad.” Yosuke interrupted. As if he had any sense of humor. 
“But was it unbearable?” 

“Shut it you two! So there’s no one inside...? You’re sure?” 

“I-I’m not lying! My nose is running as good as ever!” 


Chie and Justin both gave each other a confused glance. They were both at a loss of 
words. His nose is running as good as ever, what in the fuck does that mean? What, 
is he smelling people out or something? It took a moment before Chie broke of their 
stare, her face shifting from confusion to concern. Justin couldn’t understand why, 
they just found out that Yukiko was fine. 


“I’m gonna go warn Yukiko anyway. Since she’ll be busy this weekend helping out 
at the inn, | doubt she’d go anywhere alone, but still...” 


“Yeah... You'll walk to school with her on Monday, right?” 
“Sure, I'll go pick her up at her house.” 


“Maybe we'll find out more on tonight’s midnight channel. Cross your fingers that 
this is all just a misunderstanding...” 


“Sounds like a plan,” Yu added in agreement. 

“Oh, | still need to get yours and Justin’s numbers.” 
“Ugh... Do | have to?” 

“Just do it.” Yu answered on Yosuke’s behalf. 


“Alright fine, here.” 


The three put their cell phones into the center of a circle they made. It was amazing 
how cell-phones worked out here; you could transfer numbers just by pointing them 
at each other. It seems like it would be useful if you ever forgot your number. By the 
time they had finished exchanging numbers, Chie had already left. / guess she was 
still worried about Yukiko. Justin decided to take his leave at that moment to. After 
all, there may or may not be a sale on video games up Stairs. Just as he was about 
to leave the store, however, he was interrupted by the sound of Yosuke’s voice. 


“Oh, and Justin?” 
“Yeah.” 


As he turned around he was immediately pelted in the face by something. Given 
that it felt hard when it hit his face, but was pretty much dripping down his cheeks, 
he only could assume it was an egg. Actually, he knew it was an egg after getting a 
good whiff of it. How fucking old was this egg anyway? Was Yosuke saving one for 
just such an occasion or something? 


“That’s for this morning.” 
Still feel like going to that sale. 


Fuck you. 


11:59 


Jesus, I’ve taken, like, three showers and | still smell like rotten egg. That WAS an 
egg right? 


I couldn’t tell, what with all the yolk stuck in my eye. 


Very funny. | take it you’re still not going to tell me what’s going on with this TV 
shit, right? 


Let’s just say there’s something... EXTRA special tonight. 
| don’t like the sounds of that. 

But you will. 

12:00 


The television screen started to flicker into focus. However, instead of seeing the 
dark, greenish room he had become accustomed to seeing on the Midnight Channel, 
he saw the backdrop of an enormous brick castle. It was cryptic, archaic even, and 
yet it still had a certain beauty to it. Of course, Justin didn’t have much time to 
reflect on architecture as Yukiko had suddenly stepped into frame. There was no 


doubt about it that it was her. It wasn’t like the blurry silhouettes they had been 
seeing as of late on the channel, she had been coming in crystal clear. And what in 
the hell is she wearing? 


“Good Evening! Tonight, Princess Yukiko has a big surprise.” 
...Princess Yukiko? There is no way that’s Yukiko. No way in hell. 


“I’m gonna go score myself a hot stud! Welcome to not a dream, not a hoax; 
Princess Yukiko’s Hunt for her Prince Charming.” 


“WaitWHAT!?” 


That is DEFINITLY not Yukiko. This has to be her shadow or something, right? | 
mean, I’ve only talked to her for a little bit, but even then | knew she was too shy to 
say something like “scoring myself a hot stud.” 


Shhh, it’s getting to the best part! 
“And | came prepared, I’ve got my lacy unmentionables on-“ 


She what? 


Kleenexs are on the counter. I'll let you do your business. 


